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Chicago Bus 
By George Downing O 
TRYING to step in the footprints that some long-legged gentleman had kindly left, Mac threaded his way through 
the snow toward the little hamburger shop next to the bus 
garage. He was hungry—deucedly hungry. Six hours of 
driving that cursed rattletrap at night was a strain on a man. 
He pushed heavily through the door. Lord, he was tired. 
The hamburger shop was warm and steamy. Three little 
balls of meat sputtered gaily in the grease of the frying iron. 
The waiter emerged suddenly from the back of the shop, 
grinning like a cat, wiping his hands on a greasy towel. 
"Howdy, Mac! Some night, eh?" He reached for a massive 
coffee cup. 
"Yeah, some night." Mac stamped a bit of slush from his 
boots disgustedly and loosened his coat. 
"Heard the Chicago bus is over an hour late, Mac." The 
waiter handed him a steaming cup. 
"Yeah. Wish I was driving her." 
"Yeah, you'd sure bring her in on time, Mac." 
"Sure I would." 
I_TE stirred his coffee pensively. Sure he'd bring the Chi-
cago bus in on time. He'd always kept his schedule with 
that rattletrap White, hadn't he? What wouldn't he do with 
one of those big, new, sleek busses! He had sat behind the 
wheel of one of them which had been in the garage for greas-
ing the other day. What wouldn't he give to get it out on the 
open road, roaring to Omaha—Denver—Salt Lake City— 
'Frisco—instead of pushing that damned rattletrap two miles, 
and back again, twenty times a day! 
" 'Smatter, Mac? Got the jitters?" The waiter grinned at 
him. 
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Mac dropped his head as though ashamed of his reverie. 
"Guess so. I l l take one of those crullers." His voice sounded 
strange to him—tired and hollow. He lighted a cigarette, his 
fingers fumbling nervously. The wheel of the rattletrap always 
vibrated, numbing has hand. And after six hours— 
Mac looked at his face in the grimy mirror back of the 
counter. It was drawn and haggard. Gray was beginning to 
creep through the black about his temples. His eyes were 
dull; they always were now, except when he thought of the 
big new busses. 
HTHE door of the restaurant crashed open, and a gust of cold 
wind brushed Mac's back, sore from pulling the hand brake 
and closing the door of the rattletrap. He looked up scowling 
and then grinned. 
"Hello, Johnny! What are you doing, prowling around on a 
night like this? Hey, Tony, two more Javas—" 
Johnny dropped into the chair beside Mac, trying hard to 
still his chattering teeth. "Poor devil," Mac thought, "he's 
probably hocked his overcoat." And then aloud, "Here, 
Johnny, wrap around this coffee." 
"Thanks, Mac. Gosh, it's cold out ." Mac watched him sip 
the hot coffee eagerly. Being out of a job these days was no 
cinch. And with a wife and a little kid— 
"Any luck today, Johnny?" 
"Not a thing." Johnny sighed deeply. "I wouldn't care— 
but Mary and the kid—aw, you know—" His jaw dropped 
and set a bit, as though to stifle the tears that wanted to gush 
from his soft brown eyes—young eyes, filled with tragedy. 
"It's the same old story, Mac. 'Not hiring today. Later 
maybe.' I've been everywhere, and now I don't know what 
to do." He dropped his head. 
Mac looked at Johnny's hands, wrapped around the coffee 
cup, absorbing every bit of warmth from it. Long, lean hands, 
they were. Capable. Mac wondered how they would look on 
the vibrating wheel of the rattletrap. He wondered if the 
monotony of the two miles and back again, twenty times a 
day would get Johnny as it got him. He remembered one time 
he had gone fishing with Johnny and marvelled at his infinite 
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patience while waiting for a '"bite". "Don't you go nuts, just 
sitting here waiting?" Mac had asked him impatiently. "No," 
Johnny had smiled back. "'I think of things, and the time 
flies by." 
No, Mac thought, the monotony wouldn't drive Johnny 
crazy as it did him. He drew his chair a bit closer. "Johnny, 
did you ever drive a big truck or a bus?" 
"Yeah. Masterson's delivery truck one winter. Thought 
you knew that," 
"Oh, yes, I remember now." Johnny would make a plenty 
good driver. He had a lovable way about him; even old Mrs. 
Maggs—whom Mac openly detested—liked him. Then there 
was Mary, Johnny's wife. What a peach she was— Mac re-
membered what she said when Johnny was laid off': "Life 
wouldn't be worth living if we didn't have to struggle." He 
remembered how proud and happy she always looked when 
he saw her. Pretending, of course, for Johnny's sake. Then 
there was the kid. Mac couldn't recall whether it was a boy 
or a girl; he never paid much attention to kids. But anyway, 
he thought, Johnny and Mary loved it— 
TV/I" AC looked out the steamy window. Still snowing. Lord, 
he hated the thought of driving the rattletrap again to-
morrow night. But then here was Johnny, like a saviour— 
Johnny needs a job, he kept telling himself. Let's see. He 
had three hundred dollars in the bank. He could go into 
Chicago and west from there. He pictured Johnny at home 
telling Mary that Mac had got him a job. He grinned and 
expanded his chest a bit. 
"Johnny, listen here," he said importantly. "I heard to-
night that they're going to take on a new driver to-morrow. 
You go over to the garage in the morning and tell them I sent 
you." 
Johnny had jumped to his feet and was pounding Mac's 
shoulder. "Thanks, old man, thanks! I'll beat it home and 
tell Mary. Gee, you're a pal, Mac!" He rushed out, overturn-
ing a chair in his haste. 
Mac smiled proudly. "You're a pal" kept echoing in his 
ears. He pulled a bill from his pocket and tossed it to the 
grinning Tony. "Keep the change, kid." 
10 SKETCH 
As he stepped from the shop, he heard the roaring motor of 
the Chicago bus—coming in two hours late. "To-morrow," he 
thought happily, "I'll be on one of them—and before very 
long, I'll be driving one—west." 
Sunspell 
By Rosemae Johnson 
P M A FIGURINE of Midas. 
Prone upon the copper shore 
As the frantic monarch left me, 
In a dawn, 
Ages gone, 
Sleeping on his garden floor. 
On my folded forearms pillowed 
I forget the treasured cave, 
Cold society of diamonds, 
Ocean's chill 
Deep and still, 
Pirate's galley, hungry wave. 
Now across my salty shoulders 
Swaths of warm wind wipe me dry. 
Now my golden atoms kindle, 
Pulse and flow, 
And I glow, 
Wrapped around by sun and sky. 
Once my Attic curls, foam yellow, 
Sprang against the morning air. 
Now a mass of molten ringlets, 
Polished curls 
Like walnut burls 
Fleece the fused-gold cap I wear. 
